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the next morning by Pont St. Esprit, which consists of
twenty-two arches; in the piers of the arches are windows,
as it were, to receive the water when it is high and full.
Here we went on shore, it being very dangerous to pass
the bridge in a boat.

Hence, leaving our barge, we took horse, seeing at a
distance the town and principality of Orange; and, lodging
one night on the way, we arrived at noon at Avignon.
This town has belonged to the Popes ever since the time
of Clement V.;' being, in 1352, alienated by Jane, Queen
of Naples and Sicily. Entering the gates, the soldiers
at the guard took our pistols and carbines, and examined
us very strictly; after that, having obtained the Governor's
and the Vice-Legate's leave to tarry three days, we were
civilly conducted to our lodging. The city is on the
Rhone, and divided from the newer part, or town, which
is on the other side of the river, by a very fair stone
bridge (which has been broken); at one end is a very
high rock, on which is a strong castle well furnished
with artillery. The walls of the city are of large, square
freestone, the most neat and best in repair I ever saw.
It is full of well-built palaces; those of the Vice-Legate
and Archbishop being the most magnificent. There are
many sumptuous churches, especially that of St. Magda-
lene and St. Martial, wherein the tomb of the Cardinal
d'Amboise is the most observable. Clement VI. lies
buried in that of the Celestines, the altar whereof is ex-
ceedingly rich: but for nothing I more admired it than the
tomb of Madonna Laura, the celebrated mistress of
Petrarch. We saw the Arsenal, the Pope's palace, and
the Synagogue of the Jews, who here are distinguished
by their red hats. Vaucluse, so much renowned for the
solitude of Petrarch, we beheld from the castle; but
could not go to visit it for want of time, being now
taking mules and a guide for Marseilles.

We lay at Loumas; the next morning, came to Aix,
having passed that extremely rapid and dangerous river
of Durance. In this tract, all the heaths, or commons,
are covered with rosemary, lavender, lentiscus, and the
like sweet shrubs, for many miles together; which to me
was very pleasant. Aix is the chief city of Provence,
being a Parliament and Presidential town, with other
royal Cotirts and Metropolitan jurisdiction. It is wellith fair trees. In fine, this stately, clean,to a vineyard, which
